fices for sympathetic co-operation, oftentimes not so efficient as it should
be. I am fond of the flattery of young people. They indulge me and I
indulge them. It is easy for them and for me to do this. But they get the
idea that when the master's back is turned, to draw his ideas in his own
way, or in theirs, does make those ideas and his way their own. Later on,
they must do something to justify them in this 'reflection'. Soon, con-
sciously or unconsciously, this type of alter ego becomes a detractor. I am
in his way unless good-naturedly I will let him trade on me. Or in me.
But the individuality of my work,has never swerved from first to last.
It grows steadily on its own centre line. The system, or lack of it—I have
never had an 'office' in the conventional manner—has become fixed habit
and works well enough—but only because I stay directly with it in every
detail, myself. When I go away there is usually trouble and sometimes
unpremeditated treachery. No. There was never organization in the sense
that the usual architect's office knows organization. Nor any great need of
it so long as I stood actually at the centre of the effort. Where I am, there
my office is. My office is me. And therein is one great difference between
my own and current practice. A severe and exacting limitation instead of
the freedom I intended.
THE NOVICE
It was always hard to turn a boy down. An instance:
Sunday morning at the Oak Park studio. Had worked late the night
before but I was called. A boy in the studio to see me. I got up and went
down. There, standing by the big detail table in the centre of the draught-
ing room, a small boy, face covered with adolescent pimples, blushing
furiously. Wanted to be an architect—liked my buildings, believed he
would like to build that kind.
Name?
Frank Byrne—young Irish lad.
Where working?
Montgomery Ward's.
What doing?
Wrapping packages.
Getting how much?
Ten dollars a week.
A good preparation for architecture, I observed. Common school only?
Studied at home?
A little.
Rather sudden, isn't it—getting into architecture right off the reel like
this?
Yes—he thought so, too.
What did he thmfc he could do for me to earn ten dollars a week—
knowing nothing about draughting?
Well, he could be office-boy—sweep the floors, wash the windows—any-
thing. But, I said we have already several boys doing that. His face fell,
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